SOME LETTERS OF
I tell you. Then it was n't all reflected either, nor will it altogether go with the fading of the ink. It is jolly that some of us are going to have a say; the elected one must be spokesman for the rejected, and say it with an air and a gesture! Not without responsibility, in view of the others, listening glad but a little jealous, hoping to hear it put just their way, and ready to lift protesting hands if it is n't. I could swallow my own little hiccough of envy with a better grace if I were there to dogmatize over title and title-page, order and grouping and pruning and padding. I suppose you will have to struggle along your unillu-mined way without me, poor thing; but there will come a day of reckoning for all shortcomings, when I crawl over your pages, horny eye animad-versive upon this and that, antennae excitedly waving. And if all is good and seemly without and within, I shall go away mollified, and there shall be no more drudging that day but only joy, in the kingdom of Ants.
The jewelled white of the New England winter! Here it is mud — sky, lake, boulevard, factory, flat, one featureless contiguity of Mud — to say nothing of People and their Insides.
W. V. M. 98, is so far as
